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| could lie, say | like it like that 


Author's Notes: 

A frustration/sad drabble. You can view this as slash if you please. Inspired by when the party's over, by Billie 
Eilish. 

This may be confusing, but it is currently 3 am as | write this. 


Its always a simmering pain when he remembers that he isn't here anymore. 


Eddie has to push down the bile in his throat, and he forces a smile and tries to laugh off the sharb stab in 


his side, and he can feel eyes burning into him. 
"fm okay," he says. "IFs no big deal" 
It was. Especially to Eddie. 


Someone he had known for so long, gone. 


Stone stares at him from across the room, watching as Eddie runs a tired hand through his hair and a frown 
on his face. Eddie can't read the expression on his face, but it makes Eddie's chest pool with dread and anxiety. 
He wishes he knew why. He wishes he knew why these feelings would wash over him. 

"We miss him as much as you do," he says to him, watching Eddie's face for any giveaway of any emotion. 
"But he's somewhere else now." 


The words don't get through to him. They bounce off his chest, and Eddie doesn't say anything to him. 


Eddie can hear his laugh echoing in his ears. He can remember staring at him with such admiration, and always 


cracking some stupid smile when he would look back at him. He meant so, so much to Eddie. 
And he had let him slip through his grip. 
‘Its not your fault,” 


Jeff tries to say, a sympathetic smile being sent into his direction when Eddie glares at him lowly, turning back 
to sipping on his wine as the void in his pit grows more € more in his stomach. It burns, like a red hot poker 


being shoved into a cut, over € over. 
"Just know that, Eddie." 


He remembers the way he felt whenever he hugged him € the way he smelled, and he sometimes is hit with 
the scent of him, even in the middle of performing. It makes him want to cry, or hide away. Sometimes, that's 


the case. 
If you need anyone, we're here for you, you know that, right?" 


Mike says, putting an arm around Eddie as he stared off into the distance, nodding periodically as he pretended 
to listen. It would hang off of him. Eddie couldn't hear what Mike was saying anymore. He could see lips moving, 
but no words coming out. How sad. His mind screams at him, youre selfish, for thinking you're the only one 


hurting. Other people are hurting, too. 

He remembers his sense of humor. Sarcastic, or dry humor - he could have come up with anything. And it 
would always make Eddie crack some sort of a smile, or full on laugh hysterically as he chuckles along, or 
laughs along with Eddie. He misses hearing his voice. 


"You're allowed to take as much time as you need," 


Matt says to him, watching him as Eddie flashes a weak smile at him. If he stopped, Eddie would crash. Eddie 


can't crash, or slow down. Because if he does, he's going to be pulled into a tsunami of his own thoughts about 


what ifs € countless what # | said, what if | did what tf what if, what if 
"You're human, Eddie. We all are." 
Eddie's stomach tightens in it's knots. 


He remembers performing Hunger Strike with him, and how he stared at him with such respect, € 
astonishment. He remembers his wails and screams throughout the song, and how smooth € gravelly his voice 
felt against his ears. And he remembers the praise everyone gave him, but he looked at Eddie, and smiled. 


"Eddie was amazing, foo." 
And Eddie has always carried that with him. 
"He was a good man, Eddie. He always was. He wouldn't want us to be sad," 


Ben inhaled the smoke of his cigarette, looking over at Eddie with a sad look in his eye. He exhales slowly, eyes 
closing as his shoulders slowly untense. He knows Ben is taking this as shitty as he is - he didn’t take it well 
when Soundgarden had broken up, and he knows it hadn't been easy for Ben. Eddie knows how that is. The smell 
of smoke makes his chest hurt. 


"He would want us to move on | know it's not.. a one way street, but he would want us to get there, one way 


or another. That's for sure." 


Eddie remembers his eyes. They were always glinted with something, Eddie could never put his finger on it. But 
whenever Eddie would stare into his eyes, he could find himself lost in an ocean, and he remembers the 


warmness his eyes held, or how his eyes could always give something away about Ais feelings. 

"You can't keep going like this, Eddie. It's not good for you, or your mental health." 

Kim says, watching as Eddie takes another sip from his wine bottle, grunting as Kim tries to grab at it, trying 
to push him away, grumbling about how how great he is, and that he doesn't need a break Kim eventually is 
able to wrestle the bottle out of his hands, much to Eddie's incessant groans of how he's fine. 


"He wants you to get better, but not like this." 


Kim says softly. And for the first time for what feels like in awhile, Eddie cries. Guilt smashes into him, and he 


feels Kim's reassuring hand on his back as Eddie sobs out into the silence. 


And he's right. He would want him to get better, but it's not like this. Arent you tired of hiding yourself? Youre 


allowed fo grieve. 


And so, Eddie does. 


Maybe, just maybe, Chris is rooting for him, somewhere. 


And hopefully, it's true. 


